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	1. WHAT IS THIS?

**I was having some writer's block while working on The Dragon Gem, so I decided to try and get my creative juices flowing by doing something other than How To Train Your Dragon. So here's just a cute little one-shot. I'll explain my inspiration at the bottom :)**

It was the day after Christmas, and all the Guardians were at Santa Clausen helping North clean up. The elves had had a party to celebrate—and the product of elves x cookies x alcohol = DISASTER.

Jack and Bunny were stuck with kitchen duty, where the worst of the damage was. There were broken dishes, overturned tables, trash and empty bottles littering the floor. The walls were covered in what looked like cake frosting, among other mysterious sticky substances that neither of them wanted to think about. And the kitchen wasn't small, either. They had been stuck there for hours, and both of them were exhausted.

Bunny sullenly kicked an empty bottle of vodka across the floor. "Where did those bloody monsters find this stuff? And why does North keep this much alcohol anyway?"

Jack snorted. "He's Russian. What did you expect?"

Once they had cleaned up all the trash, broken glass and straightened the tables, they started scrubbing the walls with stiff brushes. It was grueling work. They constantly had to replace their mop buckets with fresh cleaning solution, because the mess from the walls kept mucking up the water.

Jack wasn't having the best time, but he was doing better than Bunny. The Pooka was constantly muttering obscenities under his breath as he attacked the mess with an almost frightening ferocity. Jack made mental note to tell North to keep the elves away from Bunny for a while, otherwise they'd be dealing with a mass homicide.

"Oi, Frostbite!" Bunny's irritated voice snapped Jack back to the present.

"Yeah?"

"Think you can fly up there and get that shit?" Bunny pointed upward to where the ceiling met the wall. An inch thick coat of rainbow frosting was plastered there. "I ain't tall enough to reach."

Jack sighed, dipped his brush in the mop bucket, and flew up to start scrubbing.

And the brush got stuck.

Jack pulled, but the frosting was so sticky that it had latched onto the brush like mosquitoes to flypaper. Without thinking, Jack put his left hand against the wall to push on as he yanked the brush again. Unfortunately, he put his hand down in the frosting. "Oh—ok-ay—" As he tried to pull himself free, both hand and brush now stuck fast to the wall, Jack couldn't help but start laughing. He didn't know why, but he found the whole situation hysterical. Of course, fatigue might have had something to do with it.

Jack looked down at Bunny as he kept trying, and failing, to pull himself free. But Bunny simply threw his brush down and stormed towards the door. "Bunny, don't leave," Jack laughed. "Bunny, don't—" Bunny slammed the door behind him.

"BUUUNNYYYYY!" Jack yelled. The door opened again, and he was met with an angry glare. "I love you!" Jack cried jokingly.

"No! I'm fucking done! I'm _fucking done!_"

"No, you're not!"

"This is bullshit!"

"I'm gonna cry—" Jack dissolved into gales of laughter.

"This is fucking _bullshit!"_

"I can't—" Jack yanked again, "I can't get off!"

"_What is this?!_" Bunny threw his paws in the air.

"I can't—get—off!"

"_WHAT IS THIS?!" _Bunny fell dramatically to his knees.

"I'm stuck!" Jack's eyes were filled with tears of laughter.

"_WHAT IS MY LIFE?!" _

This time Jack couldn't even respond for lack of air.

"I can't do it, Jack!"

"I can't either!"

"I can't fucking do it anymore!"

Jack tried to swallow his laughter and put on his best drill sergeant face. "I tell you what Bunny! You can give up now, or you can dig it up! Because I certainly can't do without you, and I know you can't do without me!"

Bunny sniffed. "I appreciate it—but look what we're dealing with, man!" Bunny swept his arm around the ransacked room.

"Bunny—"

"You gotta draw the line somewhere!"

"Bunny, we gotta—"

"You gotta draw the _fucking_ line in the sand, dude!"

"Bunny, we—"

"You gotta make a _statement!_ You gotta look inside yourself and say, 'What am I willing to put up with today?' _NOT FUCKING THIS!_"

Those must have been the magic words, because suddenly both Jack's hand and the brush came free of the sticky, gooey mess. "I'M OOOOOOFF!" Jack hollered as he flew around the huge room. "I'M SUPERMAN—I BELIEVE I CAN FLYYYYY! I believe I can touch—" Jack was laughing so hard that he fell out of the air. He crumpled to the ground in a giggling heap. Bunny just walked back over to the mop bucket and picked up his brush, running a paw over his face.

"What a beautiful little moment we just had there." Jack rolled over to look at him, grinning. "I think both of us got a little heated and that maybe we should apologize to each other."

"It's because we're in Santa's workshop, mate."

Jack cracked up. "You just come back all calm—! 'It's 'cause were in Santa's—'" He wasn't able to finish. He just lay on the floor, shaking with laughter. Even Bunny was starting to crack a smile.

All the commotion had attracted the attention of the other Guardians, who burst into the room in a panic. "What is it?" North asked, swords drawn. "What is wrong?" Dreamsand symbols flashed in a blur above Sandy's head. "It's not Pitch, is it?" Tooth asked frantically. Then she spotted Jack, who was still in a crumpled heap on the floor. "Jack!" she cried, zipping over to him, the other two not far behind. "What happened? Are you alright?"

Jack looked up at her with a huge grin, stopping them short. Their expressions were enough to send Jack back over the edge, and tears streamed down his face as he busted up all over again, a small circle of frost spreading around him.

"He's fine," Bunny said dismally, leaning casually against a table.

Tooth was at a loss for words. "But—but we heard screaming—"

Bunny sheepishly looked down at his feet. "Yeah, uh . . . that was me . . ."

"He got so mad!" Jack giggled as he used his staff to struggle to his feet. "Have you _seen_ him when he has a mental breakdown?!"

"Oh, shut up! You're the one who went and got yourself stuck!"

"He actually called me 'Jack'!"

"_Shut up!_"

"And he—"

"FROST!"

Thus the Easter Bunny took off after the Spirit of Winter, who simply zipped out of the room, laughing all the while.

**PLEASE READ!**

**Okay, disclaimer time: The dialogue where Bunny is having a mental breakdown and Jack is laughing like he's on drugs does not belong to me. I got it from a Game Grumps video (they are hilarious, go check them out). Here's a link to a short animation if you want to see this rage dialogue in action: **** watch?v=-YG1YBixxiE The video is called Game Grumps Animated-WHAT IS THIS? (Arin's Rage)**

**When I watched that video the first thing I thought of was Bunny and Jack—we all know that at the end of the movie they're gonna be best friends, that part isn't hard to figure out. The Game Grumps are two best friends: Arin and Don. Arin gets really pissed off a lot and his rage is the most motherfucking hysterical thing I've ever heard—honestly, just go to YouTube and search "Game Grumps Arin's rage". Don is usually the one that sits there and laughs his ass off at Arin. Basically what I'm saying is that Arin=Bunny and Don=Jack.**

**ANYWAY! Enough rambling! I may or may not make more of these using dialogue from funny shit on YouTube. If you want to see more, leave a review! And if you know of a video that you think would work well for this purpose, PM me and I'll see what I can do.**

**I am in NO WAY trying to plagiarize anything. I will always put disclaimers along with a link to the original source. **


	2. Screaming Improv Stories

**I decided to do another! One-shot, again. See bottom for disclaimer and info.**

**Summary: It's almost Easter, and Bunny needs new flowers to paint eggs in the Warren. But getting a hold of these special flowers is no easy task. Combine a short-tempered rabbit with a near-impossible challenge and you get—well, you'll see.**

"Okay, alright, this battle is. For. Real."

"Yep."

"I have a good feeling about this one. I'm—I'm bringin' it downtown, you know? Right? I'm playing music on the street. I'm getting a noise complaint, but you know what? I don't even care, because this is my art! And no—FUCK!"

Jack threw his head back, laughing as the giant flower threw Bunny back through the cave opening to where the winter spirit was observing.

Bunny needed new paint plants, but those were hard to come by. In order to get them he had to go Brazil, to the Amazon Rainforest. The Pooka had asked Jack and North to tag along this year in order to help carry back the paint plants, as he needed several and they would be difficult to carry by himself.

North remained outside in case there was a cave in or something so he could go for help. Bunny led Jack down a rabbit hole and through a winding series of tunnels, and they finally came to a large cavern that reminded Jack of the Warren. There were cracks and holes in the ceiling, allowing sunlight to filter through and fill the cavern with light. Thick, spongy moss covered the floor and crept up the walls. Lush plant life filled the place, untouched by man, giving it a beautiful and serene appearance.

But the beauty was marred by the thirty-foot-tall red tulip that blocked the far exit—which also happened to be the entrance to the nook where the paint plants Bunny wanted were kept. The flower usually remained still when Bunny showed up, but every once in a few years, the giant tulip would put up a fight. Bunny had to fight his way through the leaves and stems that shot out at him, not out to kill him, but to throw him back and away. Each time the plant weakened, however, the bud would fade from red to purple to blue. It wouldn't die, but if Bunny could get enough hits in it would go back to its dormant state.

But getting past the plant was no easy task, and Bunny had a short fuse. In an attempt to keep himself relatively calm, he'd started spouting off whatever random shit came to mind.

For the thousandth time, the huge rabbit flew back and landed with a painful "Oomph!" next to Jack, who stood there laughing and slapping his thigh.

Bunny got back to his feet and started towards the flower again. "Okay! One day I was walking down the street! I met a guy named Carl! Carl was nice because he gave me some _ice cream_—" he narrowly dodged a flying stem—"and—AHH, DAMMIT!"

He tried again. "Mark mistakenly ordered me nine pizzas! I wasn't sure if I should keep them or not because I really enjoy pizza! But when I opened them up, it was pineapple and ham! And I don't like ham! And I'm allergic to FUUUCK! DAMMIT!

"Rocket the hedgehog was a lonely young hedgehog in the sonic to head—DAMMIT! FUCK!

"I knew a guy named Jesus! I asked him, 'Hey, isn't your name pronounced hey-seus?' and he said 'No, my mom is very religious!' And I said 'Wouldn't that have prevented you from having the name "Jesus"?!' and he said FUUUCK!"

Jack had to wipe the tears from his eyes as Bunny continued to bitch.

"Purple plants make me feel uncomfortable when I walk towards them! They say 'Hey Bunny, how's it going?' and I say 'It's going okay.' But it's not really going okay! I just didn't want to share my emotions with the purple plant! 'Cause fuck! I don't know him! He's not—DAMMIT!"

Jack bent over, wheezing.

"_God, FUCK!_ Jerry wrestled bears for a living! But he wasn't happy with it! So instead he changed his profession to golfing. He wasn't happy with that either! He just realized he was an unhappy dude in general! So he saw a psychiatrist and the psychiatrist—FUCKING GOD DAMMIT!

"Jennifer dumped me."

Jack leaned against the wall in laughter. "That's the saddest story you've told!"

Bunny ignored him. "Recklessly I touched a car that didn't belong to me! It was a very nice car—a 1978 Bugatti. That's not even a real car model! I made it up! And I d—AHHHHH! _DAMN!"_

Jack grinned and shook his head, finally managing to stave off his laughter. "Wow."

Bunny continued in a deadpan voice, "Register now at your local supermarket—"

Jack busted up all over again.

"—for the rewards card. It will save you ten percent on FUCKING GODDAMN BULLSHIT, FUCK!

"Uugh. My mom's a nice lady, but sometimes, you know—_noooooo!_ You'll _never_ know the end of that story! I'm movin' on!

"I was caught murdering some guy named Steve. I talked to the police and refuted that I had anything to do with the murder. The police said 'Wait! Wait! Then why are you _standing above the dead body?!'_ _GOD—!_

"My dad really likes that I'm doing music right now. But he's kinda disappointed that I'm not _good at it_—"—Bunny began yelling through clenched teeth—"_because he spent his whole life writing music! _And I've only spent a coup_—fuck—_GOD—AH—! I—AM—_NNNOT _okay!"

Bunny glared at the hysterical winter spirit and took several deep breaths before attacking again.

"As a child I always wanted to be on 'Who's Got—'"

Jack doubled over as Bunny came flying back again. The Pooka punched the wall and charged yet again.

"Legends of the Hidden Temple was one of my favorite shows of all time! I always wanted to be on it! Kind of consider it as a continuation of the last story! However, I have to say, I'm very close to BEATING THE GODDAMN PLANT MONSTER! _But he's not dying!_ We're _not_ stopping! This is _happening!_ I'm _sooo—close!_"

"Oh my god!" Jack laughed at the ferocious look on Bunny's face.

"I'm like a god—damn—_Gigolo—_ready to burst! And she's saying 'NO! Three more minutes, _AT LEAST!' _

"Why is there a plant here? What is he doing? What's his purpose? Why'd he have to open up when _I_ showed up here? He could've just been hangin' out and I coulda just shot him in the fucking bud. It would've been fun. 'Nip it in the bud', they say! That's the term! I'm getting close—_why do I have to point that out?!_ It always makes me worse—! OH! OH!_—FUUUUCK!_

He landed with a thud next to Jack, who was laughing his ass off. Bunny struggled to his feet in anger. "I was _so_—_god-damn_ close!"

"Possibly," Jack grinned.

"Did you _see_ that?!"

"There's also the possibility that it goes through, like, twelve more iterate stages of purple."

"Oh, sure, that's what they _want_ you to think. Uuuugh." Bunny straitened the pole that was holding the cavern's stone door open. If they weren't careful, the pole could shift and shut the door on them. It had taken them hours to lift the huge, heavy thing, and they weren't eager to do it again.

"Jerry Maundering politician always get their way unless you v_eto their vote in a voting booth_—you have the power! As a citizen of the United States! Register to vote at your loval DMV so that you can control the fate of your country! At least _someone_—I mean there's the Electoral College and everything, but I don't know! I don't know much about how politics work!"

Bunny bobbed and weaved, dodging leaves and stems and throwing egg bombs at the flower. "Okay—okay—oh fuck! Dammit, dammit!" A stem lashed out and threw him back once again. "GOD _FUCKING_ DAMMIT! I'm done! I'm _fucking_ _done_! This is _bull—shit!_ Red plant—purple plant—blue plant—this is not—" Bunny fell to his hands and knees, staring at the ground with a broken expression.

Jack, meanwhile, had dropped his staff and was leaning heavily against the wall, wheezing.

Bunny groaned and lowered his head to the ground.

"You alright?" North's voice came through one of the cracks in the ceiling.

"Hey North!" Jack called, still snorting. "Oh, you missed some shit, man—"

"No, I was watching through the window," he said, patting his hand over the hole next to him.

"Oh, you have? Okay—"

"It was terrible."

"It's amazing."

"Holy shit."

"It's been amazing."

"Keep it up, buddy, you can do it."

"He _can't_ do it."

"You can do it, Bunny."

"_No one_ can do it."

Suddenly Bunny sat up on his haunches. "My god, North believes in me."

"Yeah, North believes in you," Jack grinned, on the verge of laughter again.

"I've got one more shot." Bunny was standing now.

"Oh, g—okay."

"With North's magic . . ."

"This is the North Shot. This is the one."

Bunny stood and closed his eyes almost reverently, taking a deep breath. "_North."_ But just as he took a step forward, his huge foot hit the pole that was holding up the door. The pole shuddered, fell, and the heavy stone door came crashing down. A look of pure horror spread over Bunny's features. "NO! I hit the pole! _I hit the pole!"_

Jack sank to his knees, tears of laughter filling his eyes.

"No! NO! _NOOOOOOOOO!"_ Bunny beat his fists against the heavy stone door that had taken hours to open, his voice rising to a pitch that Jack didn't know was possible for him to hit.

"FUUUCK! FUCK EVERYTHING! FUCKING—FUCK YOU! FUCKING PLANT, YOU SUCK MY GODDAMN DAD'S CHODE! YOU PIECE OF HAIRY GARBAGE! I'LL FUCKING KILL YOUR WHOLE FAMILY!"

"Oh, man, that is such legit rage," Jack gasped when he caught his breath.

North's voice emanated from a crack above their heads. "Did it go well?"

Bunny collapsed facedown while Jack crumpled to the floor in a hysterical fit.

I don't know if I like this one as much as the last, but I hope it made you laugh! I tried posting a link to YouTube on the last one, but for some reason FanFiction won't let the whole thing show up. So here's just the title of the video, you can find it easily if you want to watch it: Battle Kid Fortress of Peril: FINALE - Game Grumps  
>Please review! <div> 


	3. MARK ZUCKERBERG

**BIG BIG thanks to everyone who's been following, favoriting, and reviewing these! Y'all make me very happy ^.^**

**COOKIES FOR EVERYONE!**

**See bottom for disclaimer and info.**

**Summary****: Very slight AU where everything is the same except the Guardians have cell phones. At a monthly meeting with the Guardians, Jack shares what has to be some of the weirdest texts Bunny has ever sent. **

All the Guardians sat down at the table in the Pole's conference room, munching on cookies and sipping milk as they settled in for the monthly meeting to discuss any problems and/or developments within their respective fields.

Just before North called the meeting to order, Jack held up his hand. "Hey Bunny," he grinned, "Before we get started, can I share something with you from earlier today?"

Bunny frowned. "What is it?"

"Well," Jack pulled out his iPhone, "I sent everyone a text, early in the morning."

"Uh-huh." Bunny looked at him suspiciously, wondering where this was going.

"Because I had to go down to the southern hemisphere for a little while this month."

"Yeah . . ." Bunny curled his lips inward and he tried to hide a blush beginning to form when he suddenly realized what Jack was referring to. The others simply looked on in curiosity.

"So I was asking everyone, 'Do you have any preference whether I go this weekend or the next weekend?' _Your _response—," Jack jabbed his finger at Bunny, and this time the Pooka wasn't able to keep a sheepish laugh from escaping. The other Guardians watched the two in confusion. Jack tittered before continuing, "—at nine-thirty in the morning: 'Mother fucking Jesse Eisenburg', 'Jesus Christ', 'Fuck dude', 'Mother fucking Facebook movie bullshit', 'Jesus', 'Can you fucking believe this shit'."

Tooth had covered her mouth and was staring at Bunny in horror at his use of language. North and Sandy on the other hand were trying to hide their laughter from her while Bunny ran a paw over his face in embarrassment.

"No punctuation. Random capitalizations." Jack looked through more of the texts. "So I respond, 'I have no idea what we're talking about right now.'

"Forty-five minutes pass. I get a text from you: 'Goddamn creator of Facebook and fucking lawyers and shit right', 'Fucking Wincklevoss twins', 'Goddamn rowing the boat', 'FUCK YO SHIT', 'I can't even fucking believe this shit, have you seen this shit?', 'Fuck I just watched this shit', 'Fuck Jesse Eisenburg man'."

He paused while everyone but Tooth and Bunny bent over the table, snorting.

"I respond, 'Bunny, you're scaring me.' An _hour_ passes. You respond: 'Mother fucking Spider man', 'SPIDERMAN', 'You put in the time FUCK put in the time!', 'Motherfucking built shit with his bare hands! Fucking best friends shit Jesse Eisenburg'," Jack paused before reading the next one, "'I'm very tired'."

North beat the table with his fist while Sandy wheezed silently.

"I'm just like, 'No problem, man, I'll . . . I'll do most of the talking at the meeting.'" Jack glanced up at the hysterical Guardians. "_Immediately_, I'm talking like _five_ seconds later: 'No man I'll just talk about the Facebook movie all day! Shit man! You have to be so interested in the shit I have to say about the Facebook movie, fuck dude! I just watched it a year and a half ago, fuck Jesse Eisenburg man! He fucked over Spiderman crazy Wincklevoss twins rowing'."

Even Tooth was beginning to giggle now.

"'Trent Resin or did the soundtrack, fuck this guy! Who invented Facebook? I don't like dying. I can't think of who the fuck invented Facebook, all I can think is the guy who played the guy who invented Facebook, WHO THE FUCK INVENTED FACEBOOK?!'

"And then, in _all capital_ letters, _two hours_ later—" Jack thrust the phone out so they could see what was written on the screen, "'MARK ZUCKERBERG!'"

Everyone collapsed into a fit of laughter, even Bunny, whose nose was flushing beet red in embarrassment.

**I hope you enjoyed it!**

**Dialogue does not belong to me, I got it from this YouTube video: Game Grumps (D)animated: MARK ZUCKERBERG!**


	4. What Kind of Nail on the Head

**So this time I decided to do one with Jack! He doesn't go into a rage fit, but he gets pretty pissed and I find it amusing. **

**See bottom for disclaimer and info.**

**Summary:**** Another very slight AU where everything is the same except the Guardians have cell phones. While spending time at North's place, the elves convince Jack to play Flappy Bird. Anger and frustration ensues.**

Jack flew into one of the workshop's break rooms and settled onto the counter at the back. This break room was never used by anyone except the elves (which he didn't know why they even needed one, since they never did squat). The critters were everywhere, some sleeping, some eating, some trying to stuff their friends into the mini fridge—just doing what the little shits always did.

Jack clapped his hands, calling for their attention. "The last couple of days some of you have been asking me if I played 'Flappy Bird,' and I didn't know what the fuck y'all were talking about. So I went to the app store, and I'm looking at the top charts—or whatever the fuck it's called—and Flappy Bird is number one. It has four stars with 214,376 ratings. So this better be one of the coolest games I've ever played in my life. Or I'm coming after all of y'all with a fucking ax."

By now all the elves were looking to Jack with little grins and smirks as they waited for him to start playing.

Jack had his phone out and started to pull up the game. He frowned at the screen. "This bird that is a part of the logo reminds me of Nan from _American Horror Story: __Coven_.

"Okay, start. Wait, 'Get ready'? Are there no rules? Tap?" he tapped the screen and jumped as the bird plummeted and the smack sound effect blared. He frowned in confusion. "What the fuck? How is it gonna be 'game over' when it said _tap_ and I pressed tap? And then the bird's just gonna fall to the fucking—what is this? This _portable treadmill?_ It's like a green line that's just moving all the time. I'm confused.

" 'Metal', 'Score', 'Best', 'Share'—I'm not sharing that score! That's an embarrassing piece of mess. What am I supposed to be doing? Can I get an instruction manual?"

The elves only giggled.

"Start. Get ready—okay—_tap_."

SMACK.

"_What the f_—okay, I'm gonna tap and hold."

SMACK.

Jack stared at the screen, utterly baffled, before trying again. "Tap." SMACK. "_What the fuuuck?_"

This time, he tapped the screen several times out of frustration. By doing this he then realized that tapping was how you got the bird to fly. "_Oh!_ Okay, okay, okay . . . . This is Super Mario, with an ugly ass bird, flying—" SMACK. "The only positive part of this game is that I get to watch this bird die over and over and over and _over_."

SMACK.

"Oh noooo—" Jack exclaimed in a high pitched voice, breaking off the end in singsong. "Katy Perry. Juicy J.

"How am I supposed to see that that tube is even there with this fucking stupid-ass popup advertisement? It's trying to get me to buy _Clash of Clans_, and I can't even see the top of the damn game. Get the fuck out of here. _Don't wanna download Clash of Clans!_" he growled through clenched teeth. "Fuckers." He glanced up at the giggling elves. "My best score as of now is _four_."

He started again. "Fly yo' ugly ass through this ugly—"

SMACK.

Jack glared at the screen.

SMACK .

"Daahhh—!"

SMACK.

"_Aaaagh_—"

SMACK.

"Urrgh—"

SMACK.

"Oh my goodness_ I didn't even see the fucking piece—!_"

SMACK.

"_Oh_, my gosh, I am so frustrated right now—like I literally have so much anxiety and I'm so stressed—I'm about to call Rihanna and ask her to bring me a blunt, and I don't even _do_ that."

SMACK.

Jack lowered the phone and looked up to stare off into the distance before letting out a breath. He then picked up the device again. After a few moments, he spoke to the elves. "So I actually just got so frustrated playing this game that I _Googled_ 'Flapppy Bird game tips'. I was led to a Huffington Post UK article that says: 'Flappy Bird is an insanely _irritating, difficult,_ and _frustrating_ game which combines a super-steep difficulty curve with bad, boring graphics and jerky movement." He looked up at his audience. "What kind of nail on the head—

"First of all, I don't give two fucks about this bird, okay? As frustrated as I got playing the game I got this sick, twisted pleasure by seeing this ugly-ass bird fly into the shit and get knocked the fuck out.

"Second of all, exactly what is taking place over the course of this bird's life for it to be flying through this barren-ass, green industrial tube field—I don't see no other motherfucking birds around. I don't see no motherfucking trees—actually, I just lied. I see trees. They're all the way back in the distance in fucking _Cambodia._

"Did I just shit over the graphics of this game? Yes I did. Did do it because I'm mad? Yes the _fuck_ I did. And I have no motherfucking shame. I'm pissed off.

"I'm at a loss as to how y'all have the patience to play this and why people were telling me to play this. You expect me to sit here and try to get this pig-ass looking bird through these ugly-ass green . . . _tentacles?_

"You want a game where I put the effort into it? Let me tell you, give me this: Put a fucking voodoo spell on Ruby Rose to my phone to where I have to get Ruby Rose through these tubes without scratching up her fucking face. Then, and only then when I have the Ruby Rose voodoo-ass head on my phone will I devote a portion of my brain to develop a strategy to get through the fucking tiny-ass crevices of this _shit." _Jack stood and began making his way towards the door.

"So y'all can enjoy the game, y'all can keep it, you can get your pussy wet, do whatever. I'm good over here. How about y'all tell me when there's an app that can actually program real live birds to go shit on the heads of people who signed the partition to deport Natalie Portman, and they didn't even watch the fucking state of the union."

**Please review!**

**I've decided to start naming each chapter, since they're unrelated one-shots and not parts of one big story. I just hope each chapter name is fitting lol.**

**Although I tweaked it a bit to fit the characters and the setting, I do not own the dialogue, I got it from here: PLAYING FLAPPY BIRD by Kingsley.**


	5. ON THE WALL

**To all of those that have been following, favoriting, and reviewing, thank you SO MUCH! I love all of you! 3**

**Alright, here we go! More rage!**

**See bottom for disclaimer and info.**

**Summary****: Jack helps Bunny out at the Warren after a few troublesome elves manage to sneak in and wreak havoc amongst the Googies. But when Bunny leaves for a few minutes Jack decides to make a little mess of his own.**

"Holy shit—oh my god! What happened?!"

"Welcome back to 'Catch the Googies.'"

"F-Frost, _what happened?!_"

"What do you mean, 'What happened?'?"

"Don't even act like you don't see what's going on!"

"What's happening?"

"What _is_ this?!"

"What are we talking about?"

There was a pause. "_On the wall._"

"I'm unclear."

"_The shit on the wall!_"

Jack held back a laugh. A few elves had snuck in—Moon knows how—and wreaked havoc amongst Bunny's meticulously organized egg production. Googies ran everywhere, hiding under rocks, falling into dye rivers, trampling plants—it was a mess. Jack had come in to help catch all of the little critters and dump them into buckets until they could get everything organized again.

But once Bunny had stepped out for a few minutes to go get more buckets, Jack had reached into his pocket and pulled out a package of chocolate icing he'd swiped from North's place. He ripped it open and started smearing the stuff all over the walls of the Warren. Of course, it would easily rinse off with a little water. But Bunny didn't know that.

Jack tried not to grin as he and Bunny argued. "What are you talking about?"

The Pooka glared at Jack, and said, slowly and deliberately, "There's _poopie_ smeared on the walls, Jackson."

Finally Jack burst out laughing. "That is not poopie!"

"_What happened?_"

"We literally caught a bunch of Googies, filled up all these buckets, and we started trying to catch the rest of them."

"No, no, no, no. Don't pretend—"

"What? Oh my god—"

"—like there wasn't a whole fucking twenty minute in-between—"

"Are you gonna try to—"

"—where I left the room—"

"What?"

"I came back—you started trying to catch more—and then—"

"Is this really happening?"

"_There is poopie all over the walls!_"

Jack laughed. "Are you really gonna try to sell me out in front of hundreds of Googies that I _shit_ myself and smeared it on your walls?"

"Ex_cuse_ me!" Bunny's voice rose in pitch. "_I'm_ not the one who shit all over the walls!"

"You are unbelievable," Jack grinned, "You are—there is _no_ excuse for this." Jack made a grab for an egg, but it scuttled out of reach. "Goddamn, these things are fast," he said nonchalantly, as if Bunny wasn't on a rampage.

"It smells _so bad_ in here!"

"There's no poo. There's nothing of the sort."

"Frost, I swear to Moon—"

"What?"

"You're _fired_ if you don't fucking—"

"Really."

"—if you don't man up to the shit on the wall!"

"This is unbelie—this is outrageous. This is an outrage."

"I am going to kill you."

"You're gonna _what._"

"I'm gonna _kill_ you."

"Over what?"

"THE POOP ON THE WALL!"

"No poop. No poop happened. That's a thing you made up."

Bunny finally let out a frustrated sigh and sat down on a rock, his paws over his face. Jack grinned at the Googies trapped in the bucket next to him. "Guys, I'm sorry you had to hear that. We've been chasing y'all for—what feels like thousands of hours," he laughed.

"I could do the math, I'm just stupid," Bunny said as he stood and went after a small group that crawled under a rock.

"Yeah, no, who cares."

"Explain the shit on the wall."

Jack tittered but didn't answer as he scooped up three Googies at once and dropped them in a nearby bucket. "Okay, how many we got left?"

Bunny looked around the Warren. "About fifty."

"Dude!" Jack said with a grin. "We're gonna do this! We're gonna finish this shit."

Just then, Bunny accidentally kicked over a full bucket as he went after one of the eggs. "Oh, f—"

"What are you _FUCKING DOING?!_" Jack screeched at Bunny as about thirty more Googies went streaming in all different directions.

"I don't know!" Bunny wailed.

"Bunny!"

"I'm sorry! I got greedy!"

"That's unbelievable!"

"I really wanted that Googie!"

"It's like watching someone pick up a dollar in the street and get hit by a car—and then _immediately_ getting up and being like, 'Hey, a dollar!' Inexcusable."

"It's just an impulse! You see it and you're like, 'My god! Everything in my life has led up to this moment!'"

"And now we have almost a hundred more Googies to wrangle!"

"Not to mention the poopie on the wall."

"_It's not poopie!_"

**Please review!**

**Although it's been tweaked a bit to fit the characters and the setting, the dialogue does not belong to me. I got it from here: Super Mario Bros. 3: Lies and Deceit – PART 15 – Game Grumps**


End file.
